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presence of the authoz1, and through the medium of his
voice. As I proceeded, I grew rather more assured. The
interest which Christiana really found, or affected to find,
encouraged me. If I hesitated, she said, 'Beautiful!' when-
ever I paused, she exclaimed, * Interesting! * My voice
grew firmer ; the interest which I myself took banished my
false shame ; 1 grew excited; my modulated voice impressed
my sentiments, and my action sometimes explained them.
The robber scene was considered wonderful and full of life
and nature. Christiana marvelled how I could have in-
vented such extraordinary things and characters. At
length I came to my heroine. Her beauty was described
in an elaborate and far too poetic passage. It was a perfect
fae-simile of the Countess. It was ridiculous. She herself
felt it, and, looking up, sm.il.ed with a faint blush.

I had now advanced into the very heart of the play, and
the scenes of sentiment had commenced. I had long sinee
lost my irresolution. The encouragement of Christiana, and
the delight which I really felt in my writing, made me
more than bold. I really acted before her. She was sus-
ceptible. All know how easy it is for a very indifferent
drama, if well performed, to soften even the callous. Her
eyes were suffused with tears; my emotion was also visible.
I felt like a man brought out of a dungeon, and groping his
way in the light. How could I have been so blind when all
was so evident ? It was not until I had recited to Chris-
tiana my fictitious passion, that I had become conscious of
my real feelings. I had been ignorant all this time that I
had been long fatally in love with her. I threw away my
manuscript, and, seizing her hand,-' 0, Christiana!' I ex-
claimed, ' what mockery is it thus to veil truth ? Before
you is the leader of the band of whom you have heard so
much. He adores you/

She started: I cannot describe the beautiful consternation
of her countenance.